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It's hard to imagine true isolation without spending a winter locked in a cabin in the Norwegian woods. Countless 
men claim they know the wrath of winter and the loneliness it brings. But until they've heard the frigid north 
winds howling on a moonless night, they know nothing of the cold In the heart of winter, even the most rigid, 
twisted individuals will find themselves craving the touch of another. Especially when they've spent two months 
with little to no contact with the outside world, with no one to talk to but each other... 


A whirlwind of snow and ice pounded at the window, threatening to shatter the glass. Two shadowy figures sat 
on opposite ends of a tattered old couch. They were the polar opposites of each other. The man on the left 
looked stereotypically Nordic, with a messy mane of golden hair that went far down his back. He stretched out, 
squirming around every now and then in a vain attempt to find a comfortable position. Dead's skin was so pale 
that it looked as if he hadn't seen the sun in years. He stared blankly at the TV, but it seemed as if he was 
gazing right through it. There were other things on his mind. 


His companion was curled up on the opposite corner. Euronymous crossed his arms grudgingly, staring at the 
TV with disappointment. His thin, dark hair fell past his shoulders, and he had a mousy look to him. "It's the 


same thing every time.. Don't you watch anything besides these lame old horror movies?" 


Dead was transfixed by the macabre scene. A terrified woman with long red hair had a knife to her neck. He 
watched with morbid anticipation. The glint of excitement in his eyes made it clear that he hoped the man 
would slice her. 


"Oh, what a surprise. You've zoned out again" Euronymous rolled his eyes. It seemed like he was in a perpetual 
state of annoyance. Everything got under his skin, no matter how minor it seemed. A leather jacket was draped 
over his shoulders for warmth. Outside, the wind howled once more. Goosebumps prickled on his thin arms, and 


he knew no amount of blankets would be able to keep the warmth in tonight. 


"Huh? Sorry, | was watching.." Dead's voice trailed off once more. 


"You've got to be kidding. We're about to freeze to death in here, and all you can think about is this shitty 


vampire movie." Euro threw his hands up with disgust. "Can't we watch something else?" 


The blond man went silent and looked away. His hands fidgeted nervously, but he didn't have the courage to 


speak up for himself for a while. "Sure," he grumbled. "Whatever you want." 


Euro stood up for the first time in an hour, pacing around the room to stretch his legs. He knelt down by the 
TV stand and rifled through all their videos, trying to find something less boring than this stupid vampire 
movie that Dead was obsessed with. Most of their tapes were cheesy horror movies from the 10's, but there 


were a few less savory films mixed in. 


He stifled a laugh, brushing a lock of dark brown hair out of his face. "Are these yours, Pelle? Really?" He held 
up a bright colored tape with two girls on the cover. One was bent over in a very compromising position, and 


neither one was wearing much of anything. 


Dead sat up with a jolt, turning a deep shade of crimson. "You weren't supposed to see that." He looked away 
once more, wanting nothing more than to never speak of this again. But it was clear Euro wasn't going to let 


him off easy. 


| never thought you'd be into lesbian shit.. What's wrong, you don't want to watch a man and woman?" Euro 


laughed again, enjoying his companion's misery. 


"N-no.. | don't know. Forget about it, alright?" He pretended not to see him, and tried to gaze past his small 


frame and focus on the TV. To his dismay, Euro turned it off and stormed over to the couch once more. 


"You know, | really don't get you sometimes. Why are you so shy talking about girls? We've lived together for 
a year, but you still blush like a little kid if | bring up sex." Euro sat down, much closer to him this time. He 


stared at Dead with an annoyed look in his eyes. 

"I just don't like talking about it" Pensive as always, Dead refused to elaborate any more. 

But Euro wasn't going to let it go. The blizzard was raging outside, and they had a long night ahead of them. 
"We're going to get to the bottom of this whether you want to or not" He had a cruel grin on his face. "| bet 
you've never even been with a girl, have you? | always wondered." 


His voice dropped to a bitter whisper. "Why do you care?" 


Euro clenched his fists with frustration. "Oh, for fucks sake. Because you're 20 years old! If you've never 


gotten laid, that's pretty sad." 


There was a glimmer of hate in Dead's eyes. It was clear he really didn’t like talking about this. "I bet you 


haven't either." 


Now Dead wasn't the only one who was blushing. Euro shifted around nervously and regretted bringing up the 
subject at all. "Yes | have. I've been with lots of girls." 


Dead was the one laughing, now. "So what's it feel like? Since you know so much about it, why don't you tell 


me?" 


The tables had turned, and now Euro was the one who wanted to crawl into a hole. "Uh... It's .. You know what, 
forget it. Forget | said any of it. Put your stupid horror movie back on and stay a virgin ‘til you're 40, | don't 


care." 

There was a bemused grin on Dead's face. Golden hair outlined his soft features, and Euro couldn't help but 
notice he wasn't that bad looking when he smiled. Deep down he thought that girls would probably like his 
friend a lot more than they liked him. 


"| never said | wanted to be a virgin.. Girls just never liked me much." 


Where was all this confidence coming from? To Euro's shock, shy, reserved Pelle was suddenly coming around 


and talking about romance as if it was old news to him. 


"| always liked them, though." There was a long pause. Maybe the blizzard really was getting to them. "Boys, 
too. But | never had many friends." 


Euro stared at him with disbelief. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Part of him was repulsed, but he 
felt a sense of morbid curiosity that he couldn't ignore. "What do you mean ‘boys too? Are you gay or 


something?" 


He shrugged. "No. | never saw much difference. It's all just skin. When you slice it deep enough, there's nothing 


but blood and bones inside." 


For a while they sat in awkward silence, each lost in their own world. Euro was usually so brash and outspoken, 
but for the first time in ages, he was lost for words. Finally he found it in him to speak up again. He looked 


over at Pelle with a newfound uncertainty. "So you've never been with a guy either, right?" 
"No, but | wouldn't mind trying.’ 


They stared at each other for what seemed like ages. The passing of time felt meaningless as both of them 


became lost in the moment. 


"No one will know.. The others won't be back for a week If its weird we can stop." Clearly Dead was a lot more 


open minded about their experimentation. 


Euro seemed to be deeply conflicted His eyebrows were furrowed, and he couldn't make eye contact with the 


man he was so eager to torment just moments earlier. "You better not say anything about this to anyone." 


And before another moment had passed, Euro was inching closer, cautiously. He hesitated before laying a hand 


on Pelle, not sure if he wanted to continue. "Since you're such an expert, what are we supposed to do?" 


Dead sighed. "You're so uptight.. Remember, its only skin. Maybe itll feel good. We won't know ‘til we try." If he 
let Euro initiate their encounter, it was going to take all day. This was the first time he'd seen him act so shy. 
He knew it was up to him. In truth, this wasn't the first time he wondered what it would feel like to touch his 


friend. It was now or never, and the idea was becoming more and more appealing. 


Wordlessly, he reached over and wrapped an arm around his smaller friend's shoulder. Euro felt frail in his 
embrace. The feeling of touching another human was like an electric shock It had been far too long. They 


avoided eye contact, but Dead pulled him closer and clumsily ran a finger through Euro's hair. 
"Have you ever kissed a girl? Or .. a guy, | guess." He laughed softly into Euro's ear. 


"Yeah. Not for a while-"Before he could finish, their lips were pressed together. Dead was surprised by how 
soft and warm it felt, and once again his skin was electrified. After the first second he knew that he wanted 
more. He remembered a time long ago back home, back before his life had become so miserable. This wouldn't 
be the first time he felt the warmth of a friend's body against his own. Of course, things hadn't gone very 
far back then. This time he hoped it would be different. 


Euro bit down on Dead's bottom lip, and reached around to grab the back of his neck "Cut it out with all that 
romantic shit.. Are you gonna propose to me next?" But his protest was cut short. The biting seems to 
invigorate Dead, and he was possessed by newfound urges. Soon their tongues were entwined, and they tasted 
each other deeply for the eternity of a moment. It was a new level of intimacy for both of them. Outside, ice 
battered against the windows, heightening their sense of isolation. It was then they realized that they truly 
were alone, and they could do whatever they wanted with no risk of being caught. The only thing stopping them 


was their own inhibitions. 


Before either of them knew what was happening, they were intertwined in each other's arms. Their embrace 
was awkward, almost needy. It had been so long since either of them had been this close to another. Dead 
found himself resting beneath his smaller friend. Euro's body felt light, almost frail on top of him. They'd sat 
next to each other on the couch night after night, keeping their distance.. And now they were about to go 
farther with each other than either one of them had in his entire life. 


Always fascinated by vampires, Dead was the first to bite Euro's neck. He grew tired of kissing and longed for 
a taste of something far more decadent. He explored the soft skin with his mouth and sunk his teeth in, biting 
longingly at the tender flesh. Before he could draw any blood, he realized he didn't want to hurt him. Instead he 


kissed his neck with desire he never knew he had, desperately aching to taste more. 


Euro grunted weakly, but quickly pulled away. "Stop it! You'll leave a mark, moron. They'll know we haven't had 


any girls over..." 


Enjoying his embarrassment, Dead refused to stop. He soon felt a stiffness digging into his thigh. His own 
arousal had been building since the moment they touched, and it finally seemed like Euro was enjoying it as 
much as he was. He finally broke away from his neck, delighting in the throbbing hickey that was left. "Stop 
complaining... You like it as much as | do." After a moment of hesitation he reached for Euro's zipper, eager to 


see what was causing so much pressure against his leg. 


"Mmmm..." Euro let out a low moan as Dead clutched the tenderest spot of his body in his skeletal hand. He 
tilted his head back in disbelief, unable to process what was happening. "You weren't kidding... We're really going 
to do this?" For a guy who was so cocky only half an hour ago, Euro could barely manage to choke out those 
few words in all his excitement. 


Dead clutched Euro's pulsing warmth, teasing it with gentle strokes. "You're a lot bigger than | thought. | 
thought ... You'd be small, since you're so short" He rubbed his thumb against the head, enjoying the power he 
had over his friend as he urged him on. "You'll end up hurting me. Good" 


Finally Euro came back to life. The embarrassment had melted away, and he was ready to take control. "Stop 
being so fucking romantic and let go of me. If you like it so much, why don't you do something besides rub 
your hand on it?" 


They both knew what he was thinking. "Get off me, then.. Now lay back." 


Euro didn't need to be told twice. His small body was nestled into the corner of the couch, waiting eagerly. 
Dead crouched between his legs and laid his head against Euro's stomach. He nuzzled against him, wrapping a 
hand around his cock and stroking it. Teasing the head with the tip of his tongue, he eagerly took it into his 
mouth. It took a moment for him to get accustomed to the size and texture. He looked up into Euro's eyes 


from between his legs and began to suck gently on his shaft. 


"I bet you always wanted to do that" Euro moaned weakly, closing his eyes. In the beginning he thought he'd 
have to pretend Dead was a girl, but he soon realized that reality was far more stimulating than any fantasy. 


Dead traced a vein on the bottom of Euro's cock, savoring each stroke of his tongue. Soon he had taken the 
entire length into his mouth. He loved the way Euro's eyes rolled back into his head, responding to every 
movement. He was completely in control. But soon he realized that wasn't what he wanted. The idea of being 


bossed around by someone so much smaller than him was weirdly arousing. 


‘lm going to come.. Keep going. Why are you stopping, you prick?!" 


Dead was growing tired of devoting all his energy to pleasing his companion. It was time for some shared 
pleasure. The aching, throbbing pleasure between his legs was becoming hard to ignore. He knew where this 


was going. "| thought you didn't want to be a virgin anymore." 


Euro's eyes grew wide, and he blushed once more. Here he was, about to spill his seed all over Dead's face and 
be done with it. But that wasn't enough for his newfound lover. No, he insisted upon taking this further. "Well 
I'm sure as hell not blowing you, if that's what you're thinking." 


Pelle let out a long sigh. Was he really that dense? He'd spent so much time setting him up, but Euro still 
didn't get the hint. "Forget it ... I'll just finish-"He was about to give up, but suddenly Euro surprised him. He 
unbuckled his belt, and there was a loud clattering as he climbed to his knees. The dark haired, angry-eyed 
man clutched the belt in his mouth threateningly and grabbed Dead by the wrist. 


"If that's what you want, fine. But if you think I'm going to be nice to you, you really are crazy." 


Dead's heart was pounding wildly. He could hear the blood rushing in his ears, and suddenly the room began to 
spin. What he dreamed of for so long was finally coming to pass. The harsh lick of the belt buckle across his 
back snapped him back to reality. Euro twisted his arm uncomfortably, and wound the belt around both his 
wrists. He bound Dead's arms behind his back with no regard for comfort. The cold metal dug into his skin with 
a throbbing pain that made his desire go wild. Dead was on his knees now, and Euro pushed his stomach against 


the arm of the couch so he waited helplessly for his next move. 


Overwhelmed by lust, neither of them had ever been part of anything like this before. Dead squirmed 
nervously with anticipation, awaiting the inevitable. Euro wrapped an arm around his waist and carelessly 
unbuttoned his pants. Without sparing a second, Euro sunk in and leaned against Dead's back. The weight of his 
oppressor's body strained against his bound wrists, and he knew this was only the beginning of the pain. He 
could hear Euro's breathing in his ear, heavy with lust. He closed his eyes and could do nothing but wait. 


Euro spat into his hand and rubbed his shaft, lubricating it. As he leaned in and pressed his head against Dead, 
he could scarcely remember ever being so aroused. He pushed roughly against him, meeting a lot of resistance. 
This wasn't going to be as easy as he had hoped. His breathing was becoming more labored, and he grew 
frustrated. He slicked himself with more spit and forced his way in at last. 


For Dead, the pain was undeniable. He cringed and gritted his teeth, burying his head in the arm of the couch. 
Euro was barely in him, yet it ached so deeply. He tried desperately to relax, but the belt dug into his skin 


with the pressure of Euro's body against him. Still, he was determined to make this work. 


After a great deal of pushing and extra lubrication, Dead finally felt himself give way. The stinging, aching pain 
quickly turned to pleasure as he felt the throbbing warmth deep inside him. "Mnmn.. It really hurts ... But | like 
it” 


It seemed as if Euro didn't care if he liked it or not. He was lost in his own world with these overwhelming 
sensations. The tightness was too much for him. He wrapped an arm around Dead's waist once more and drew 
him closer. They remained like this for a moment, getting used to each other's presence in such an intimate 


way. Finally, he calmed down and was able to continue. With a small thrust he made his way inside even deeper. 


Dead looked back over his shoulder, locking eyes with his partner for a fleeting second. But Euro quickly pushed 


his face away. "Keep your head down.” 


Dead felt a cloud of anger well up inside him, but it quickly melted into submission as Euro thrusted another 
inch into him. He closed his eyes and concentrated on taking the entire thing. And for a moment, there was no 
world outside that room. Nothing could break his trace-like state of concentration, and he knew soon he would 


be filled completely. 


When Euro's cock was finally all the way inside him, both of them let out a grunt in unison. Euro looked down 
to see Dead splayed helplessly on the couch, tied up and unable to resist his advances. There was no way he 
could get away, but both of them knew he didn't want to. The sight of his shaft forced all the way inside of 
Dead's most tender of places was overwhelming. He closed his eyes and looked away, for fear of finishing too 


soon. 


Dead savored the feeling of fullness and surrendered himself completely. "Do whatever you want.." By now, all 


of the pain had faded. His eyes were glazed over with lust when he looked back at Euro once more. 


"Don't worry, | will” He drew back for a moment, nearly removing himself completely. But he couldn't resist the 
urge to sink back in. These shallow movements soon became a steady thrusting. Every time he looked down and 
saw Dead's vulnerable, belted wrists, it was too much. He was angry at him for luring him into this, for getting 


him so turned on when he least expected it. He took out his anger by forcing himself all the way in once more. 


Feeling considerate all of a sudden, Euro reached for Dead's cock and began to stroke it. "W-wait.." He mumbled 
into the arm of the couch, smothered by the thrilling sensations. The stimulation of his most sensitive organ 


was far too much, combined with the incessant thrusts. "If you keep that up... I'll come right now." 


Euro held back from his onslaught for a brief moment, giving Dead a chance to adjust. But he still rubbed his 
shaft, using the same technique Dead performed on him earlier. He rubbed the head, and then gently moved 
his hand up and down the whole thing for ultimate pleasure. 


By now Dead had collapsed completely. He was limp and hopelessly lost in a mix of pain and excitement. He knew 
he'd be feeling the repercussions of their union for a long time after this. But in the heat of the moment, he 


didn't care at all. "Harder..." 


Of course Euro was eager to please. He felt himself swelling and growing harder deep inside, watching himself 
slide in and out with ease. It was shocking how well Dead had adjusted to his onslaught.. It crossed his mind 
that maybe they should do this a lot more often He was swallowed up again and again by the tightness. His 
eyes rolled back in his head as he wrapped a hand around Dead's neck and gently choked him. Once again he 


reached down and began to stimulate his submissive partner. 


They both realized it was too much. Dead let out a long moan, and clenched Euro's cock in the middle of a deep 
thrust. He lost all sense of time and reality as he came. Every muscle in his body was impossibly weak with 
pleasure. Sticky, wet lust soaked Euro's hand as he continued to stroke Dead's cock. A quick glance showed that 
the couch was stained as well. They'd have a hard time explaining that when the others came back. But neither 
of them cared. Still lost in the afterglow of the best orgasm of his life, Dead forgot all his sorrow. 


"I didn't think you liked me that much.." Both of them laughed weakly as Euro continued with his shallow 
thrusts. How had he managed to hold off from finishing as Dead clenched him with pleasure? It didn't matter. 
All he could think of was filling him with his warm, sticky seed. Dead moved back against him weakly, but 


offered no resistance. Clearly he was too exhausted to continue for much longer. 


Euro spat on his hand one last time to provide enough lube, and lost himself inside the tight warmth. As his 

orgasm mounted, he grabbed ahold of Dead's hair and ran his fingers through it. He wanted to melt into him, 
but they were already so close. He leaned in and sunk his teeth into Dead's neck violently, as payback for the 
mark he left earlier. He imagined the level of humiliation Dead would feel after being filled with his pleasure .. 
And that was enough to bring him over the edge. He bit Dead's neck hard enough to leave a bruise, and filled 
him with a surge of creamy lust. He fought back a bit, twisting his bound arms in protest when he felt Euro 
climaxing. But finally he gave in and surrendered to the stream of pleasure. 


Euronymous collapsed on top of him, exhausted. He finally parted his lips from Dead's neck, tasting blood. In his 
passion he must have gone too far. He was still inside of him, but he knew it was time to sever their 
connection. Both of them struggled to catch their breath for what seemed like an eternity. In the fading 
afterglow, Euro nuzzled his goatee against his companion's neck and smirked. Dead turned a deep shade of red 


and looked away. 

"What, you're embarrassed already?" 

He refused to look Euro in the eyes, filled with shame. "Get this thing off my arms.. | can barely move 

"| noticed" Ignoring the mess on the couch, Euro zipped his pants up and let Dead suffer for a moment. He 


couldn't help but enjoy the sight of him splayed out and helpless. He looked back over his shoulder, once more 
pleading to be untied. 


"Nah, | like you like that" Euro grinned and proceeded to work at the belt to free him. Realizing how tight it 
was around his wrists, he raised an eyebrow. It took him at least two minutes to untie him. When his wrists 


were finally loose, there were deep red marks where the belt had dug into him. 
Dead was finally able to sit up. Humiliated, he adjusted his pants and curled up in the corner on the couch. He 
seemed too shy to even acknowledge that Euro was in the room. After the onslaught of pleasure, he felt 


completely vulnerable and exposed. And he was already feeling so sore.. 


"Oh, come on. Don't be like that." Euro sighed and crawled over to him, forcing himself under Dead's arm. "We 


both know you liked it" He rested his head against Dead's chest and yawned. 
"Its just .. Thats not how | thought it would happen." 


"Me neither." Euro's romanticism was fading fast. His voice was almost back to the old annoyed, cruel tone he 


always used with Dead. 
A raw, aching pain plagued Dead, and would for many days to come. But it was a good ache, and he wouldn't 
trade it for anything. He ran his fingers through Euro's hair tenderly, but for the most part he felt 


disinterested and far away. 


Outside, the north winds screamed ferociously and hail pounded the windows. Both of them were in a state of 


disbelief. But for now, they knew they'd be safe in each other's arms. 


"You want to sleep like this, or is it weird?" Dead's voice trailed off. Exhaustion was overwhelming both of 


them. 


Settling into Dead's arms for the long, cold night ahead, Euro yawned. "Just for tonight. But only under one 


condition." 
"What?" 
"You have to promise we'll do it again tomorrow night" 


A bemused grin crept across Dead's face, and for the first time since he came to Norway, he felt like he was 


home. "Fine. | promise. And maybe the night after that" 


It wasn't how either one of them expected it to go, but in the end, it was exactly what both of them needed. 


